EXTREMES MEET

low dropped into it the two pieces torn from Milton's
notes, struck a match, and waited till they were burnt.
There were no wastepaper baskets in any of his houses. He
did not like wastepaper baskets. For five months now he
had been receiving from the agent known as Keats two
or three times a week, the fragments of the wastepaper
baskets in the German Legation. These fragments were
always pieced together with marvellous patience by
Henderson. They took for him the place of the Minoan
potsherds he used to piece together just as patiently in the
days before the war. He had made a joke about it :

44 My war work is piece work," he chuckled once, and
then coughed painfully.

" Never mind, it's jolly useful to me," Waterlow could
honestly assure him.

" Yes, but a shocking waste of time in reality,"

That was the time Waterlow wrote to headquarters
and asked if a job could not be found for Henderson in
Switzerland, and he tried not to feel relieved when the
answer from London was * No.'